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PREFACE
Photography is the medium of the masses.
Photography connects the past and the present.
A photograph can depict a person or a place or a special event.
A photograph can serve as an anchor to reality.
A photograph can act as a keeper of memories.
The strength of a photograph's role as a record of history or a memory often lies in its realistic depiction of the subjects included in the frame. A seemingly accurate image produced 
SHE WAS A QUIET STORM
Whether or not it was actually there, she always felt a looming presence. It wasn't positive or negative, and she didn't know what it was. The presence didn't necessarily nag, it just made itself known. In order to combat the feeling and maintain control, she was a creature of habit and stayed close to home. That worked sometimes. Other times, the self-doubt came in waves.
It wasn't that she couldn't play by the rules; she just preferred to be the one to make them. Sometimes she caused problems, both for herself and others, but she couldn't help it-she was a quiet storm. She was stubborn, and it occasionally got in the way. She was sweet, but sometimes confrontational.
She was obviously both sides of many things.
If she was watching you, she was really watching you. Her watching came from a place of observation and curiosity, not judgement. There wasn't much she couldn't see, but whether or not she understood it was a different story.
She knew she had opportunities. Sometimes she took them; other times she denied they existed.
There was a lot hiding under that smirk, but nothing malicious. Because she kept most thoughts to herself, she worried people misunderstood her expressions. She was mischievous, but mostly kept it under control. A lot of people didn't even know.
Even dressed her best, she did the dirty jobs. She rarely complained, because it really didn't bother her. However, waiting wasn't always her strongest suit. Sometimes there would come a point when she'd had enough, that was for sure. 
